94                                                  Can This Marriage Be Saved?
Last spring we finally located a satisfactory architect and used
the cash from the investments to start our house. Since then, Bar-
ney has done a flip-flop. The house has become his pet project. He
and a contractor friend visit the building site practically every
morning. Barney then picks up my mother-in-law, and the two of
them drop by the apartment, whereupon I receive a full report on
the blunders our carpenters are making. Day before yesterday my
ironing was interrupted for an hour while Barney expounded on
the poor quality of our termite protection or something similar.
Yesterday the doorbell rang just after I had put Pamela in her crib
and was washing my hair. I peeked through the curtains, saw
Barney's sporty foreign car at the curb, and went on with my sham-
poo. But I felt awfully guilty.
Next month Andy and I should take possession of our house. I
don't think of our first real home with much pride or joy. Instead
I'm likely to think of it as a battlefield, a source of endless friction
between my father-in-law and me. Barney is well aware that Andy
and I admire modern architecture and furnishings. But he insists
upon considering our fondness for modern interiors a childish phase.
The fact is, we dislike clutter so much that we don't even have any
pictures on our walls. For decorative accents in the apartment, I've
hung mobiles Andy and I designed and made ourselves. When-
ever my father-in-law enters the foyer, he stops short and stares at
the mobile in the doorway. It's a length of copper wire twisted into
the shape of a fish, a Chinese symbol for good fortune. Usually he
smiles. Quite often he then clears his throat and gives us a lecture
on taste and the beauty of antique furnishings. Barney collects an-
tiques, and I guess he does own some fine pieces, but I'm awfully
tired of that lecture.
Two weeks ago, just before Andy's birthday, his father read a
glowing description of a 1901 Steinway baby grand in an auction
catalogue. Andy plays the piano. I play the violin. We had set our
hearts on a blond-wood spinet, and Andy had told his father about
it, but Barney went to the auction and bought the Steinway for us.